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HE following Poetical Piece owes its birth to a 
Clergyman's preaching on the ſubject of Truſt- 

ing in God in every afflicting circumſtance of Human 
Life; a Lady was ſo pleaſed with the Diſcourſe, that ſhe 
begged a peruſal of it, which he politely refuſed at that - 
time, but afterwards put this Poem, upon the ſame 
ſubject, into her hands; copies of Which having been 
handed about, many have adnüired it ſo much, that 
it is thought the printing of it would be making an | e 
uſeful preſent to the Public. : 
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May art thou fo full of heavineſs, O my ſoul? and why art thou fo 
Aiſquieted within me? Put 2 Truſt in God. 
"HY droops the head? why languiſhes the eye? 

What means the flowing tear and frequent ſigh? 
Where are che lenient med'cines to impart 
Their balmy virtue to a bleeding heart? 
Fruitleſs are all attempts for kind relief, 
To mix her cordial, and allay my grief: 
So ſtrong my anguiſh, ſo ſevere my pain, 
Weak is philoſophy, and reaſon vain. 
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„ RUSH IN GOD. 


Such . Nike l make my anguiſh glow, 
_ Quicker cach pang, and point the ſting of woe. 


Ima INATION labours but in vain, 
While ring clouds intoxicate the 1 88 
Fancy no feet ideas can ſuggeſt, 
To-lull the raging tumults in my breaſt : 
In vain, or mirth invites, or friendſhip calls; ; 
Wit dies a jeſt, and converſation palls. 
Nature and art ſupply freſh ſprings of care, 
And each obtruding thought creates deſpair. 
No ſcenes amuſe me that amus'd before, 
And what delightedvonce, delights no more. 
Though all TR beautiful appears, 
8 nature's aſpect a rich verdure wears; 
Yet ſtill her bloom with ſick ning eyes I fee, 
And all her luxury is loſt on me. 
The budding plants of variegated hue ; 
The bloſſoms op'ning with the morning dew ; _ 
The vernal breeze that gently fans the bowers; 
The laughing meadows, and enlivning ſhowers; 
Th! enamelPd garden, where the works of art 
Give ſtrength to nature, and freſh charms impart ; 
Where gaudy pinks and bluſhing roſes bloom, 
Rich in array, and fragrant in perfume ; 


„ EM > 9. 


Where Flora ſmiling, es here 1 oy ; 
To ſpread their beauties, and regale the eye 3 
All, —All, —in vain, with charms united gloẽwt. 
To deck the ſcene, or gild the face of woe! f 


so, when the morning lark aſcending ſings, 
While joy attunes his voice, and mounts his wings: 
Though to his chearful notes the hills reply, 
And warbling muſic gladdens all the ſky; 
Still, in his {trains no pleaſing charms I find, 
No ſweet inchantment to compoſe my mind. 


In vain che ſun his gaudy pride diſplays, 

No genial warmth attends his brighteſt rays; 
And when his abſent light the moon ſupplies, 
Or planets glitter to inrich the ſkies,” 

No gleam of comfort from their luſtre flows ; 

No harbinger of peace, or calm repoſe ; 

But gloomy vapours o'er the night prevail, 
And peſtilence is ſpread in ev'ry gale. 


Thus weaken'd by a gradual decay, 
Life's bitter cup I drink without allay, 
Nor taſte the bleſſing of one chearful day. 
Com then, kind Death! thy ſharpeſt ſteel prepare! 
| Here point thy dart, and ſnatch me from deſpair | | 
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05 But ſtop, O man! thy plaintive ſtrains ſuppreſs ; 
With Chriſtian patience learn to acquieſce 6 
Th' inſtructive voice of reaſon calls thy ear; 
O let religion check the flowing tear! 1 8 
| Whate'er the will of Providence * gns, | 
1 Tis infidelity alone repines ; 
1 But thoſe who truſt in Gop diſdain to grieve, 
2 * And what our Father ſends with joy receive; 
| | Whoſe ſharp corrections teſtify his love, 
1 And certain bleſſings in the end will prove: 
3 | Who ſees how man would err without control, 
Afflicts the body to improve the ſoul, 
And, by chaſtiſing part, preſerves the whole. 


HENCE the dark loff'ring {kies, and angry gales, 
Conſpire to raile the ſtbrms, and rend the fails ; 5 
Vet, if calm reaſon at the helm preſide, | 
My little bark will ſtem both wind and tide ; 

And adverſe currents, ſhall at laſt convey 

My ſhatter*d veſſel to the realms of day. 

Thus taught by faith, how rafh it is, and vain, 
For man, mere duſt and aſhes, to complain; 

My foul, with fad diſquietude oppreſt, 

Directs her flight to heav'n in ſearch. of reſt ; 

And refuge takes (which peace at laſt muſt bring) 

Beneath the ſhade of the Almighty's wing. by 
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A POEM. 


On him I fix my mind, and place my truſt; 
A being infinitely wiſe and juſt : 
And ſhould his providence new beams create, 
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To brighten the complexion of my fate, 
A chearful tribute to his throne I'll raiſe, 
And {tamp my ſong with gratitude and praiſe. 


TIE 


Bor ſhould indulgence ſuit not his deſigns, 
Who evil into happineſs refines, 
Let due ſubmiſſion make my burden light, 
And may I think © whatever is, is right.“ 
ben be not thow diſquieted, my ſoul ;?? | 
Have lively faith, and faith will make thee whole.“ 
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WEN Heav'n afflicts, with patience hear the ſtroke, 
KK Since to repine, is only to provoke. | 
| Learn to adore the juſtice of thy God, 
And kiſs the ſacred hand that holds the rod; 
That facred hand which firſt the heart explores, 


Probes ev'ry wound, and ſearches all the fores ; 


Then, the right med' cine properly applies, 
To cleanſe the part where all th' infection lies. 

— Hear this, thou coward, man, nor dread the finart, 
Which, though it ſtings, will purify the heart: 


For reſignation will promote the cure, 


And, though the means are ſharp, the end is ſure. 
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affl ions. are ese mercy bene. 
To be, ad „the happy inſtrumen 
Since, for the nobleſt ends they are - deſigned, — 
To form the judgment, —to improve the mind, — 
To curb our paſſions, —to direct our love, — 
To awe mankind, — to ſpeak a God above: 
O may I view them with religious enn, 
Nor loſe the guard of virtue till I die. 
Hence ſhall I taſte the ſweets that ſorrows bring, 
And ſuck the honey while I feel the ſting. 
Hence ſhall I learn the bitter cup to bleſs, 
And drink it as a draught of happineſs ; 

A wholeſome potion, which, though made with gall, 
dt ſtill n. my 1 ſoul, —and all. 


kw TY Guile ſhould fail * vine; > 

The fig-tree ſicken, 4 its blooms decline ; 
The labour of the olive be i in vain ; 
And flocks infected periſh on the plain : 
Though corn, and wine, and oil, at once decreaſe ; 
1 he fields grow barren, and the harveſt ceaſe ; 
Though baffled hinds their fruitleſs toils deplore; 0 
And vales, unchearful, laugh and fing no more: 

Vet ſtill with gladneſs would I ferve the Lord, 
Adore his wi Ro, and obey his word. 
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Hzar then, O Gop! regard a fappliant's pray'r; - 


Sooth all my pangs, and ſave me from W 
Illuminate my foul with gladſome rays, 


1 ; nd rune my voice to thy eternal praiſe. 
* | Diſpel the clouds of darkneſs from my eyes, 


And make me know that to be good is wiſe. 
Let Chriſtian precepts all my ſoul employ, 
And be not more my: duty than my joy. 
Let conſcience, void of art, and free from guile, 
Still in my boſom innocently ſmile: 


Her chearful beams will gild the glooms of fate, 
And make me happy in whatever ſtate. : 


Hance ſhall 1 Ho talent to i 
If poor, by patience; and if rich, by love. 
If fortune ſmiles, let me be virtue's friend, 
And where I go let charity attend. 
Within my boſom let compaſſion: dwell, 
oes which others feel; 

T* aſſivage, by kind relief, afflictions ſighs, 


And wipe the falling tear from widows eyes; 


To feed the hungry, the diſtreſs'd to chear, 
The needy ſuccour, and the feeble rear. 
Hence ſhall my mind, inflam'd with public good, 
Unſhaken ſtand in midſt of plenty's flood. 
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[Hence ſhall I n temptation s gilded bait, 
Look with diſdain on all the pomp of ſtate, 
And, by A de be ul great! 


Bur ſhould it be os bleſſed will to 8 
Clouds of thick. darkneſs low'ring o'er my head, 
Let me have grace to know they are deſign d 
To check my follies, and correct my mind. „ 
Let me have grace to know in my diſtreſs, 
I ſtill to Thee may have a free acceſs; 
And be an heir, though all the world ſhould frown, | 


Of heav'nly glory 55 N | 


From theſe: reflectlons true contentment flows; 
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immortal crown. 


Contentment, ſuch as grandeur ſeldom knows. | 
Hence in the lonely cell a reliſh ſprings, | 7 
Above the taſte of courts and pride of kings. 
Thus, in the flood of wealth, be thou my 3 
And ſteer my courſe *twixt avarice and price 
Or, in the ebb of fortune, teach my mind 

To know its duty, and to be reſign'd. 
Prepare me to receive or good or ill, 

As the reſult of thy almighty will : 

Thy will, whoſe chief deſign and gen'ral plan, 

| Tends to promote the happineſs of man. 
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Be ev'ry ſenſual appetite ſuppreſt, 

Nor the leaſt taint lie lurking in my breaſt. 
Let ſteady reaſon my affections guide, 
And calm content fit ſmiling by my ſide. 
Teach me with ſcorn to view the things below, 
As gaudy phantoms, and an empty ſhow ; 
But guide my wiſhes to the things above, 
As the ſole object of a Chriſtian's love. 
Make me reflect on my eternal home, 

A dying Saviour, and a life to come. 
Direct me virtue's happy courſe to run, 
And let me, as inſtructed by thy Soh. 
In ev'ry 1 855 ſay, Thy will be 1 
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